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again.   He went on to explain that many of his best pupils
were women, but that when they got married that was the end.
" If you think you will get married you must tell me, for
it is useless that I should take an interest in you	"
My answer satisfied him. He gave up an August holiday
to enable me to continue my studies uninterruptedly.
My friends now began to be interested. Some of them offered
to sit for me. Princess Patricia, Diana Manners, Hazel Lavery,
Gladys Cooper, and the twenty-year-old airman, Colonel
Bishop, V.C. Lanteri said I could and must do them. He
helped me with the statuette of Princess Patricia, with the
result that with four others it was accepted by the National
Portrait Society's exhibition at the Grosvenor Galleiy.
Then the Canadian War Museum bought the bust of" Billy "
Bishop. I felt encouraged, but I was running before I could
walk. Orders came pressing in and I had to give up working
in Lanteri's studio to work in my own. My sitters became
my models, and my commissions were almost studies. Reid
Dick, my neighbour, who has since become an A.R.A., came
and helped with his criticism whenever I appealed to him.
My fellow artists were generous. I learnt more from them
than by working in a school. Tweed, however, remarked
contemptuously one day that if I was content to get com-
missions and please sitters I might make money but I would
not learn much: " I suppose money comes before all else/*
he said scornfully.
" It does," I admitted; " I cannot afford to be a student/'
When he had gone I wrote up on my wall the words of
George MacDonald : "I know that good is coming to me, that
good is always coming" and I hung a picture over it so that
none should see, and I resolutely determined not to be dis-
couraged.
My great ambition was to study with Epstein, but these
were war days, and Epstein was suffering all the tortures that
only an artist can, who lives for creative work and is suddenly
seized and pushed into uniform and ordered to drill. He
didn't want to drill, and he didn't want to kill, and he nearly
went mad in a barrack life among men who certainly took him
for a lunatic His friends tried to intervene for his release,

